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A Self-Taught Hymn 


Aeschylus, Agamemnon, vv.990-1033 


And so, although | have no lyre, | sing: 

For there is a desire, within me - a self-taught hymn 
For one of those Furies, 

With nothing at all to bring me 

That cherished confidence - hope. 

And my stomach is by no means idle - 

In fairness, it is from achieving a judgement 

That the beat of my heart continues to change. 

And so there is this supplication of mine: 

For this defeat of my hope to be false 

So that, that thing cannot be achieved. 

In truth, that frequently unsatisfied goddess, Health, 
Has a limit - for Sickness, her neighbour, 

Leans against their shared fence; 

And it is the fate of the mortal who takes the short-cut 
To strike the unseen reef. 


And yet if - of those possessions previously acquired - 

A fitting amount is, through caution, cast forth by a sling, 
Then the whole construction will not go under - 
Injuriously over-loaded as it was - 

Nor will its hull be filled, by the sea. 

Often, the gifts from Zeus are abundant 

And there is, then, from the yearly ploughing, 

A death for famine's sickness. 


But if once upon the earth there falls from 
A mortal that death-making black blood - 
What incantation can return it to his arms? 
Not even he who was correctly-taught 
How to bring back those who had died 
Was allowed by Zeus to be without injury. 
Were it not that Fate was ordained 

By the gods to make it fated 

That when more is obtained it is not kept, 
My heart would have been first 

To let my tongue pour forth these things. 


But now, in darkness, it murmurs, 
Painfully-desiring, and having no hope of when 
There will be an opportunity to bring this to an end, 
Rekindling the fire of reason. 


Tov 6’ a&vEv AVPAG 6uUWC DUVWHET 
8pAvov Eptwvoc avtob(6aktoc EqwGEV 
8vyudc, ob TO Mav ExwVv 

eAmtiSoc ofAov 8pdooc. 

onAayxva 6° ob Tol WaTa- 

CEL TIPOG EVOLKOLG MPEOLV 

TEAEOMOPOLSG S(vatc KUKWHEVOV KEQP. 
ebxouat 6’ €& Euac 

eAmiS6oc woOn nEoEiv 

EC TO UN TEAEOMOPOV. 


UGAG VE TOL TO WEYGAAC LyLElac 
AKOPEOTOV TEPUQ: Vd00C yap 
ye(twv OuoTtoLXoc EpElSEt. 

Kal MOTHOG EVDOUTIOPWV 

avhp0c ENatoev AQavtov Epua. 
Kal TIPO HEV TL XONUaTWVY 
Ktnoiwy 6kvoc BaAwy 


opevbovac am’ EDUETPOU, 

obK €5u mpdmac S56y0c 

TINUOVaS YEW &yav, 

005’ EMOVTLOE OKAQOC. 

TOAAG Tot Sd6o0tc Ek Atoc A"qLAa- 
onc TE Kal EF GAOKWV ENMETELAV 
VAOTLV WAEGEV VOOOV. 


TO 6’ Eml yav Meodv Gna— Pavaoiwov 
TpOTIAP aVbPdOc WEAaV aiva Tic av 
MTGALY AYKAAEOALT EmaE(Swv; 
ovd5é tov Op80Gah 

TOV POLWEVWV AVAYVELV 

Zebc anemavoev Em EVAABELG; 

et OE UN TETAYHEVE 

Woipa yotpav Ek BEwWYV 

ElOVE Ur) TAEOv MEpELv, 
TpOM~Odoaca KapSia 

yAWooay av TA5’ EEEXEL. 

vov 5’ LUMO OKOTW BPELEL 
QvUaAYyc TE Kal ODSEV ETEATIOHEV- 
Q MOTE KA(PLOV EKTOAUTIEVOELY 
CWMUPOUHEVAG MPEVOG. 


Source: 
The Acausal Nature of Being 
https://davidmyatt.files.wordpress.com/2022/10/numinous-way-pathei-mathos-v7.pdf 
pp.13-16 


A Slowful Learning, Perhaps 


"And what the dead had no speech for, when living, 
They can tell you, being dead: the communication 
Of the dead is tongued with fire beyond the language of the living." [1] 


Perhaps it is incumbent upon us to now celebrate, remember, transcribe, only the kind, the gentle, the loving, the 
compassionate, the happy, and the personal, things - and those who have done them - and not the many things that 
have caused suffering, death, destruction, and inflicted violence on others. For, so often it seems, we human beings 
have and have had for millennia a somewhat barbaric propensity to celebrate, to remember, to transcribe, our 
seeming triumphs of personal pride and of victory over others - be such others some declared enemy or some 
designated foe - always or almost always forgetting the suffering, the deaths, the destruction, that such a seeming, 
and always transient, victory over others has always involved, and always or almost always forgetting the suffering, 
the hurt, the unhappiness, that our selfish prideful desire to triumph, to succeed, causes in Someone or some many 
somewhere. 


For millennia so many have been fixated on either our selves - our pride, our success, our needs, our desires - or on 
the pride, the success, the needs, the security, the prosperity, we have assigned to or we accepted as a necessary part 
of some ideal, some entity, some supra-personal abstraction. 


Thus, anciently, in the name of some Pharaoh or some Caesar, or some King, or some Chief, or some leader, or some 
religious faith, or on behalf of some interpretation of some religious faith, we sallied forth to war or to battle, causing 
suffering, death, destruction, and doing violence, to others. Invading here; invading there. Attacking here; interfering 
there. Defending this, or defending that. Destroying this, or destroying that. 


Thus, latterly, in the name of some country, or some nation, or some political ideal, or some cause, or on behalf of 
some-thing supra-personal we believed in, we sallied for to war or did deeds that caused suffering, death, destruction, 
and inflicted violence on others. Defending this, or attacking that. Invading here; or colonizing there. Dreaming of or 
determined to find glory. Always, always, using the excuse that our cause, our ideal, our country, our nation, our 
security, our prosperity, our 'way of life’, our 'destiny', hallowed our deeds; believing that such suffering, death, 
destruction as we caused, and the violence we inflicted on others, were somehow justified because 'we' were right and 
'they' our foes, were wrong or in some way not as 'civilized' or as ‘just’ as us since 'their cause’ or their 'way of life’ or 
way of doing things was, according to us, reprehensible. 


Whose voice now tells the story of all or even most of those who suffered and those who died in conflicts four thousand 
years ago? Three thousand, two thousand, years ago? 


It is as if we, as a sentient species, have learnt nothing from the past four thousand years. Nothing from the 
accumulated pathei-mathos of those who did such deeds or who experienced such deeds or who suffered because of 
such deeds. Learnt nothing from four thousand years of the human culture that such pathei-mathos created and which 
to us is manifest - remembered, celebrated, transcribed - in Art, literature, memoirs, music, poetry, myths, legends, 
and often in the ethos of a numinous ancestral awareness or in those sometimes mystical allegories that formed the 


basis for a spiritual way of life. 


All we have done is to either (i) change the names of that which or those whom we are loyal to and for which or for 
whom we fight, kill, and are prepared to die for, or (ii) given names to such new causes as we have invented in order to 
give us some identity or some excuse to fight, endure, triumph, preen, or die for. Pharaoh, Caesar, Pope, Defender of 
the Faith, President, General, Prime Minister; Rome, Motherland, Fatherland, The British Empire, Our Great Nation, 
North, South, our democratic way of life. It makes little difference; the same loyalty; the same swaggering; the same 
hubris; the same desire, or the same obligation or coercion, to participate and fight. 


How many human beings, for instance, have been killed in the last hundred years in wars and conflicts? Wars and 
conflicts hallowed, or justified, by someone or some many somewhere. One hundred million dead? More? How many 
more hundreds of millions have suffered because of such modern wars and conflicts? 


It is almost as if we - somehow flawed - need something beyond our personal lives to vivify us; to excite us; to test 

ourselves; to identify with. As if we cannot escape the barbarian who lies in wait, within; ready to subsume us once 

again so that we sally forth on behalf of some cause, some leader, or some ideal, or some abstraction, or as part of 
some crusade. As if we human beings, as Sophocles intimated over two thousand years ago, are indeed, by nature, 

and have remained sometimes honourable and sometimes dishonourable beings [2], able to sometimes be rational, 
thinking, beings, but also unable to escape our desire, our need, our propensity, to not only be barbaric but to try to 
justify to ourselves and to others our need for, and even our enjoyment of, such barbarity. 


Or perhaps the stark truth is that it is we men who are flawed or incomplete and who thus need to change. As if we, we 
men, have not yet evolved enough to be able to temper, to balance, our harsh masculous nature with the muliebral; a 
balance which would see us become almost a new species; one which has, having finally sloughed off the suffering- 
causing hubriatic patriarchal attitudes of the past, learnt from the pathei-mathos of our ancestors, from the pathei- 
mathos of our human culture, born and grown and nurtured as our human culture was, has been, and is by over four 
thousand years of human-caused suffering. A learning from and of the muliebral, for the wyrdful thread which runs 
through, which binds, our human pathei-mathos is a muliebral one: the thread of kindness, of gentleness, of love, of 
compassion; of empathy; of the personal over and above the supra-personal. 


A learning that reveals to us a quite simple truth; that what is wrong is causing or contributing to suffering, and that, 
with (at least in my admittedly fallible opinion) one exception and one exception only [3] we cannot now (again, at 
least in my admittedly fallible opinion) morally justify intentionally causing or contributing to the suffering of any living 
being. 


How many more centuries - or millennia - will we need? To learn, to change, to cease to cause such suffering as we 
have for so many millennia caused. 


My own life - of four decades of suffering-causing extremism and personal selfishness - is, most certainly, just one 
more example of our manful capacity to be stupid and hubriatic. To fail to learn from the pathei-mathos of human 
culture, even though | personally had the advantages of a living in diverse cultures and of a ‘classical education’, and 
thus was taught or became familiar with the insights of Lao Tzu, of Siddhartha Gautama, of Jesus of Nazareth, of 
Sappho, Sophocles, Aeschylus, Cicero, Livy, Marcus Aurelius, Dante Alighieri, Jane Austen, Charles Dickens, TS Eliot, EM 
Forster, and so many others; and even though | had the opportunity to discover, to participate in, and thus felt, the 
numinosity, the learning, inherent in so many other things, from plainchant to Byrd, Dowland, Palestrina, Tallis, to JS 
Bach and beyond. And yet, despite all these advantages, all these chances to learn, to evolve, | remained hubriatic; 
selfish, arrogant, in thrall to ideations, and like so many men somewhat addicted to the joy, to the pleasures, of kampf, 
placing pursuit of that pleasure, or some cause, or some ideation, or my own needs, before loved ones, family, friends. 
Only learning, only finally and personally learning, after a death too far. 


Is that then to be our human tragedy? That most of us cannot or will not learn - that we cannot change - until we, 
personally, have suffered enough or have encountered, or experienced, or caused, one death too many? 


David Myatt 
November 2012 


Notes 
[1] TS Eliot, Little Gidding 
[2] As Sophocles expressed it: 


TOAAG TA SELVA KOVHSEV AVOPWTOU SELWSTEPOV TIEAEL... 
OOMOV TL TO UNXaAVOEV TEXVaAC UTEP EATILH’ ExWV 
TOTE MEV KAKOV, GAAOT Em’ EGOAOV Epriet 


There exists much that is strange, yet nothing 
Has more strangeness than a human being... 
Beyond his own hopes, his cunning 

In inventive arts - he who arrives 

Now with dishonour, then with chivalry 


Antigone, v.334, vv.365-366 


[3] The one exception is personal honour; the valourous use of force in a personal situation. As mentioned in The Way 
of Pathei-Mathos - A Philosophical Compendiary: 


[The] balancing of compassion - of the need not to cause suffering - by ow@povetv and Sikn is perhaps most 
obvious on that particular occasion when it may be judged necessary to cause suffering to another human 
being. That is, in honourable self-defence. For it is natural - part of our reasoned, fair, just, human nature - to 
defend ourselves when attacked and (in the immediacy of the personal moment) to valorously, with chivalry, 
act in defence of someone close-by who is unfairly attacked or dishonourably threatened or is being bullied 
by others, and to thus employ, if our personal judgement of the circumstances deem it necessary, lethal 
force. 


This use of force is, importantly, crucially, restricted - by the individual nature of our judgement, and by the 
individual nature of our authority - to such personal situations of immediate self-defence and of valorous 
defence of others, and cannot be extended beyond that, for to so extend it, or attempt to extend it beyond 
the immediacy of the personal moment of an existing physical threat, is an arrogant presumption - an act of 
UBptc - which negates the fair, the human, presumption of innocence of those we do not personally know, we 
have no empathic knowledge of, and who present no direct, immediate, personal, threat to us or to others 
nearby us. 


Such personal self-defence and such valorous defence of another in a personal situation are in effect a 
means to restore the natural balance which the unfair, the dishonourable, behaviour of others upsets. That 
is, such defence fairly, justly, and naturally in the immediacy of the moment corrects their error of UBC 
resulting from their bad (their rotten) @votc; a rotten character evident in their lack of the virtue, the skill, of 
ow@poveiv. For had they possessed that virtue, and if their character was not bad, they would not have 
undertaken such a dishonourable attack. 


Source: 
Understanding and Rejecting Extremism 
https://davidmyatt.files.wordpress.com/2022/10/david-myatt-rejecting-extremism.pdf 


Such A Failure Of Understanding 


There is such a failure of understanding, at least by me [1]. Such a failure because there seems no end to such human- 
made suffering - such killing, human upon human, such human-made emotionally-induced violence, such destruction - 
that we men in our majority cause and have caused, world-wide, year following year, decade following decade, century 
upon century, millennia after millennia. 


For millennia, any and every cause - any ideology, any faith, any belief, any personal emotion, personal loyalty, a 
chain-of-command - has hallowed our violence, our hatred, our killing. Every century we seem to invent some new 
excuse - or regurgitate some old excuse - for our unempathic behaviour. 


Yet compassion, hope of peace, personal and familial love - those now so familiar muliebral virtues - endure and 
continue to enchant at least some of us. So much so that many men continue to believe in God, in Allah, or in some 
inscrutable mechanism such as karma. Are we men then the phenotype of Janus? 


Perhaps we are. But can our human culture of pathei-mathos perhaps change, redeem, us? Yet again | do not know, 
and can only once again hope even given that: 


| do not hope to turn again 

Because | do not hope 

Because | do not hope to turn 

Desiring this man's gift and that man's scope 

| no longer strive to strive towards such things 
(Why should the aged eagle stretch its wings?) 
Why should | mourn 

The vanished power of the usual reign? 


Because | do not hope to know again 

The infirm glory of the positive hour 

Because | do not think 

Because | know | shall not know 

The one veritable transitory power 

Because | cannot drink 

There, where trees flower, and springs flow, for there is nothing again [2] 


So | am returned to whence and where | was, the only fallible personal certainty now being personal and familial love. 
David Myatt 
2016 


An extract from an e-mail to a friend, inspired by Gymnopédie No. 1 (Erik Satie) played by Lavinia Meijer, 


ooo 


[1] cita tov Ta YaAENa YuOvat SvVauEvOV Kal UN) PGSta aVOPWTNW YLYVWOKELV TODTOV Gogdv. "Yet the wise person is the one able to understand 
such complex matters as seem incomprehensible to other human beings." 


Thus it follows - quod erat demonstrandum - that | am still far, so very far, from being wise. 
[2] TS Eliot, Ash Wednesday 


Source: 
https://davidmyatt.wordpress.com/2016/12/13/such-a-failure-of-understanding/ 


A Perplexing Failure To Understand 


One of the multitude of things that | have, for years, failed to understand - sans any belief in an all-powerful supra- 
personal deity - is why | am still alive while people like Sue and Fran - and the millions of others like them - died or 
were killed, too early. For they neither caused any deaths nor inflicted any suffering on another living being, human 
and otherwise, while | - and the millions like me, worldwide - continued to live despite having so caused, directly 
and/or indirectly, deaths and suffering. And in my case, directly and indirectly as my documented so lamentable 
extremist amoral decades - of violence, hatred, incitement, of being a “theoretician of revolution/terror” - so clearly 
reveal. 


Yet - over twenty years after the death of Sue, and almost ten years since the death of Fran - here | am, still breathing, 
still pontificating. And all | have - despite years of interior reflexion - is a feeling, an intuition: of the how and why our 
thousand of years old human culture of pathei-mathos is important because - or so it seems to me - it might bring (at 
least to some others) a wordless intimation of one possible answer to such a perplexing question. 


For it is a culture that includes, for example, such diverse artisements as the Oresteia of Aeschylus, the Lamentations 
of Jeremiah by Thomas Tallis, and the life - and death - of people such as Jesse James, Mohandas K Gandhi, and Edith 
Cavell; and which culture, enshrined as it is in Studia Humanitatis, can perchance teach some of each new generation 
that valuable lesson about our human physis, jumelle as our physis is [1] and thus paradoxical as we 
honourable/dishonourable (often hubriatic) mortals are: 


avhpa pot Evverte, UOVDOA, MOADTPOTIOV, OG UGAA TOAAG 
MACY XOn, Emel Tpoing tEpdv mTOAtEBpov ENEPOEV: 
TOAAWY 5’ AvVOpwWrwv t5Ev GoTEa Kal Vdov EyvW, 
TOAAG 6’ Gy’ Ev MOvTW NAVEV GAYEa Ov KATH BUS, 
QPVUHEVOC Av TE WUXNV Kal vdoTov EtTalpWv. 

GAA’ 005’ Wc ETAPOUG EPPUVOATO, iEWEVdC TEP: 

QUTWV VAP OMETENNHOLV ATADBAA(NOLW GAOVTO, 

vrmtot, ot KATA BOG ‘Yreplovoc 'HEALoLO 

Ao@tov: avtap 6 Toioww dgeEAETO VOOTILOV HUAp 


The Muse shall tell of the many adventures of that man 

Of the many stratagems 

Who, after the pillage of that hallowed citadel at Troy, 

Saw the towns of many a people and experienced their ways: 

He whose vigour, at sea, was weakened by many afflictions 

As he strove to win life for himself and return his comrades to their homes. 
But not even he, for all this yearning, could save those comrades 

For they were destroyed by their own immature foolishness 

Having devoured the cattle of Helios, that son of Hyperion, 

Who plucked from them the day of their returning [2] 


A lesson about ourselves which so many others have attempted to communicate to us, as recounted in a certain 
tragedy: 


obtw 6’ Atpews TatSac 6 KpEeloowv 
em’ AAEEdviow méumet EEvioc 

ZeEvc MOAVAVOPOG AUOL YUVALKOG 
TOAAG TaAaloWaTa Kal yuLOoBapPh 
yovatoc Koviatolw EPELSOUEVOU 
SLAKVALOHEVNG T’ EV MPOTEAELOLCG 
KauUaKoc Ofowv Aavaoiot 

Towol 8’ ouolWe. Eott 6’ Stn viv 
EOTL: TEAETTAL 6’ EC TO MEMPWHEVOV 


Thus were those sons of Atreus sent forth 

By mighty Zeus, guardian of hospitality, against Alexander 
On account of that woman who has had many men. 

And many would be the limb-wearying combats 

With knees pushed into the dirt 

And spears worn-out in the initial sacrifice 


Of Trojans and Danaans alike. 
What is now, came to be 
As it came to be. And its ending has been ordained [3] 


and as described - millennia ago - by a certain poetess: 


matvetat you Khvoc tooc BEoLoW 

EUUEV’ WNP, OTTLC EVAVTLOG TOL 
iodavet Kal TAGOLOV GSU Qwvet- 

OAC UMAKOVEL 

Kal yeAatoac ivépoev, TO UW’ A av 
Kapd(av Ev OTNHVEOLW ENMTOALOEV 

wc yap Eco (6w Boxe’, WC HE QWVAL- 
oO ovo’ Ev Et’ eEtkEL, 

GAA’ AKAV HEV YAWOOa <EayE>, AEMTOV 
5’ adTLKa xpWL NDP UMASESP6u"NKEDV, 
onmateoot 6’ ovS’ Ev 6pnuU’, EMLPPOU- 
Beto. 6’ GkKovat, 

<ékade u’ (69Wc wOxpoc KakyeETtat / KXS' SE LOPWC KAKXEETAL> TEGO 6E 
Tlaidav GYPEL, XAWPOTEPA HE Tofac 
EUUL, TEBVAKNV 6 OAtYW ‘TMLBEONC 
matvou’ Eu’ avdTaL 


| see he who sits near you as an equal of the gods 
For he can closely listen to your delightful voice 
And that seductive laugh 

That makes the heart behind my breasts to tremble. 
Even when | glimpse you for a moment 

My tongue is stilled as speech deserts me 

While a delicate fire is beneath my skin - 

My eyes cannot see, then, 

When | hear only a whirling sound 

As | shivering, sweat 

Because all of me trembles; 

| become paler than drought-grass 

And nearer to death [4] 


and as, for example, described by the scribe of an ancient Hermetic MS: 


Solum enim animal homo duplex est; et eius una pars simplex, quae, ut Graeci aiunt ovotwW5Nncs, quam 
vocamus divinae similitudinis formam; est autem quadruplex quod VALKOv Graeci, nos Mundanum dicimus, e 
quo factum est corpus, quo circumtegitur illud quod in homine divinum esse iam diximus, in quo mentis 
divinitas tecta sola cum cognatis suis, id est mentis purae sensibus, secum ipsa conquiescat tamquam muro 
corporis saepta. 


Humans are the only species that is jumelle, with one aspect that foundation which the Greeks termed 
ovow65nc and we describe as being akin in appearance to divinity, and yet also being quadruplex, termed by 
the Greeks DAtK6c and which we describe as worldly; whereby from such is the corporeal [body] that, as 
mentioned, is of - in humans - the divinity, and in which is that divine disposition, to which it is solely 
related, that is in character a singular perceiveration and untoiling since enclosed within the corporeal. [5] 


But will we - can we - mortals, en masse, read, listen, reflect, experience, and so learn? Or will we, as our tragic history 
of the past three millennia so seems to indicate, continue to be divided - individually, and en masse - between the 
masculous and the muliebral; between honour and dishonour; between war and peace; between empathy and ipseity? 


| do so wish | knew. But all | have to offer, now in the fading twilight of my own mortal life, is an appreciation (perhaps 
contrary, these days, to oi mA€ovec) of what some schools, independent (‘private’) or otherwise, still fortunately do 
understand is the importance of a ‘classical education’, and of what may possibly be apprehended by such poor words 
of mine as these: 


Here, sea, Skylark and such a breeze as rushes reeds 
Where sandy beach meets 

To meld with sky 

And a tumbling cumuli of cloud 

Briefly cool our Sun. 


lam no one, while ageing memory flows: 


For was there ever such a bliss as this 

While the short night lasted 

And we touched kissed meshed ourselves together 
To sweat, sweating, humid, 

Fearing so many times to fully open our eyes 

Lest it all really was 


A dream 


But Dawn arrived as it then arrived bringing with its light 
Loose limbs and such a reminder 

As would could should did 

Make us late that day for work. 


So, here: a tiredness of age 
Brightened by such a June as this 
When sandy beach meets 

To meld with sky 

And that tumbling cumuli of cloud 
Briefly cools a Sun 


For there are so many recollections of centuries of a so human love, so many memories of years - centuries - of hubris 
and dishonour, that | can now only live each slowly passing daylight hour modus vivendi: 


And the lost heart stiffens and rejoices 
In the lost lilac and the lost sea voices 
And the weak spirit quickens to rebel [6] 


David Myatt 
January 2015 


[1] Poemandres (Corpus Hermeticum), 15: 


Kal 6ta TOOTO MAPA MaVTA TA EmMl WAG CHa SimAovc EoTW O AVOPwroc, BvntoOcG HEV 61a TO OWA, ABAvatTOG 5E 
5ta TOV ODOLWSN AvOpwrov. A8dvatoc yap Wy kal Madvtwv THhv EEovolav Exwv Ta OvNnta ndoxEl OTOKE(UEVOG 
Th civyapyevn 


Which is why, distinct among all other beings on Earth, mortals are jumelle; deathful of body yet deathless 
the inner mortal. Yet, although deathless and possessing full authority, the human is still subject to wyrd 


See also Sophocles, Antigone, v. 334 & vv. 365-36: 
TOAAG TH SELVA KOVHSEV AVOPWTOU SELWOTEPOV TEAE... 
OOMOV TL TO UNXaVvoEV TExvVac UTEP EATI(H’ ExWV 


TOTE HEV KAKOV, GAAOT Em’ EGOAOCV Epriet 


There exists much that is strange, yet nothing 
Has more strangeness than a human being... 
Beyond his own hopes, his cunning 

In inventive arts - he who arrives 

Now with dishonour, then with chivalry 


[2] Homer, Odyssey, Book 1, v. 1-9 
[3] Aeschylus, Agamemnon, v. 60-68 
[4] Sappho, Fragment 31 

[5] Asclepius, VII, 13-20 

[6] TS Eliot, Ash Wednesday 


Source: 
https://davidmyatt.wordpress.com/failure-to-understand-2/ 


One Hot Sunny Day, Almost Mid-July 


A beautiful, hot, sunny day and only a few wisps of high white cirrus cloud lie below the blue dome of sky. There is no 
more work, today, now, and | have spent about an hour lazy - my flask of cider empty - lying in the shade of an Oak in 
this field of freshly cut hay, no breeze to even rustle the leaves above me; no roads - except two miles distant - and no 
people to assail me with their sounds, their feelings: to en-press upon me the patterns, the ways, the life, the harm, of 
that other un-wise world. 


Thus, here, | am calm, able to be the belonging which |, we, are, should be, and thus it is that |, smiling, walk the short 
distance to where there is a small pond, down in a hollow by a hedge and shaded only in one part of one corner by one 
small Hawthorn bush. Behind the larger, blue, Dragonfly, the Ruddy Darter clings to a small half-submerged blade of 
grass. But the blue has the better perch - a tall Bull-rush, one among a group of three two-thirds towards the centre of 
this pond, and every few minutes, the blue flies up, to briefly circle a part of the water before returning to its bull-rush 


rest. Damsel-flies - a scintillating light-blue - circle, land, join together, land, around this water's edge. 


There is a reason for the blue's wait. A smaller, darker, female arrives and with a loud buzzing of wings, they join to 
tumble, spin, fly until they break when she hovers toward one edge of the pond, dipping her lower abdomen into the 
water, again, again, again, there near where stems of grass rise, curved, up toward the Sun, breaking the surface 
tension of the water. The male blue circles, briefly hovers - as if watching, waiting - and she is gone, back into cover of 
bush, tree, long grass. He returns then to his perch, but only for a while. He, too is soon gone - where | cannot see - 
and it is not long before the female returns to perch, almost exactly - perhaps exactly - where he perched. 


The Ruddy Darter has flown away, somewhere, and | wait, wait, wait until my legs become numb from the sitting- 
stillness and sweat falls down, many times, from my forehead to my face. For this July Sun is hot. Now, the she-blue 
circles, alighting from time to time on water-edge grass, before returning to her perch. 


On the pond, a black whirly-gig beetle sails over the greeny surface - while, beneath, near where | sit, perched, 
watching, a myriad of small grey-things, with two front legs like paddles, dart, here, there, following, tussling with each 
other among some fallen dead twigs. Something, jet-black, oval and small - a beetle perhaps - briefly breaks the 
surface before swimming back down into the murky depths of the middle as a Water-boatman glides by atop the 
surface. 


Ruddy Darter 


| wait, but still do not see the rare Ruddy Darter. It must have gone while | waited, distracted by the blue. The myriad 
small grey-things - twenty, thirty, more - have become ten as the Earth turned to move the Sun across my sky. Then 
only a few remain where | can see them. 


There is a slight breeze, now, to break this silence brought by the few calling birds, so hot is the heat of this Sun. And it 
is the Sun - and thirst, hunger, numbness of limbs - which makes me to rise, pond-ripple slowly, to turn to walk with 
reluctance back toward that other world. 


Having harmed nothing - except two stalks of grass, chewed - | sigh. There are no humans harming things, here: but 
for how much longer? 


David Myatt 
2003 
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